9O                                bALAMMBO.
Matho essayed to speak.
u Remember!" said the former slave, as he lifted his right arm, and pointed to the resplendent planet of Ctibira.
Matho silently turned towards the Acropolis. They crept cautiously along the enclosures of fig-trees bordering the pathways. The water trickled from their limbs upon the dust; their wet sandals made no sound. Spendius, with eyes more gleaming than torches, at each step peered into the bushes, as he groped behind Matho, constantly clutching in his hands, ready for immediate action, the two poniards he wore attached to his arms, that were held in place below the armpits by a leather band.